THE BORDER GANG IS IN TOWN, BABA 
LOOEY ! UH... YUH WANTA 6E SHERIFF 
TODAY MEBBE 7 


7 I JUST REMEMBERED 
SOMETHIN! T FORGOT TO 
GO SOMEPLACE, QUEEK- 
STRAW ! ADIOS! 


WANTED. 
DEAD OF 
ALIVE 


HOLD IT, BABA BABY! I’M GOIN’ J 
UH THE LAST CHANCE SALOON 
AN! YUH'RE COMIN’ WITH ME J] 


WE'RE RUNNIN' OUTA JOY JUICE, 
SHERIFF! FETCH A FRESH 
BARREL OR I'LL CLEAN / 

OUT THIS TOWN 


> / I’M WEETH YOU, 
G \_ QUEEKSTRAW! 
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YOU ARE THEE SHERIFF, QUEEKSTRAW / 
Y WHY YOU RON 


V wy FOR YOU GOTS THEES Joy Y YOu'Lt SEE, BABA 
JUICE BARREL, QUEEKSTRAW 7 / 
THEY WAN' FOOL BARREL, 
NOT EMPTY WAN / 


lSOCH AROMA! SOCH FLAVOR! SOCH THIS IS PART O'My STRA- 
& HEAD ~ACHE, QUEEKSTRAW! TEGY, BABA! I'M MIXIN' 
A FRESH BATCH O' JoY- 
JUICE FOR THE 
BORDER GANG / 


FONE DRINK O'MY JOY JUICE AN’ ) HERE COMES THE FUZZ WITH A 
THEY'LL BE AS GENTLE AS BARREL O' JOY Juice! THIS IS 
LITTLE BABIES! I MY KINDA TOWN | 


REAL NICE FLAVOR, 
SHERIFF! WANTA KNOW 
HOW IT MAKES ME 


A DREAM ! WHEKE DEED. 


RA AARRGGHU, HI 2 THIS GOT 76 BE i 71 [ queexsteaw? 


= Sary EVERYBODY 
IF I CLOSE MY 
EYES, MEBBE 
THEY'LL GO BS 


GQUEEKSTRAW, Y HUH? OH..STRATEGY, (HELP: 

“YOU GOTSTHEM | BABA BOY! I SHERIFF! I've 

OUT OF TOWN! | OUTSMARTEOD BEEN ROBBED! 
HOW? ‘EM! ao 


COME ON / THEY'RE \ 
GETTIN' AWAY / 


et 
LOWING PAGE 


GO AHEAD, BUTCH! 
I'LL HANDLE THE 
SHERIFF! 


( BABA BaBy, YA 
HEAR THE 
PRETTY BELLS? 


QUEEK, QUEEKSTRA\ 


THEY ARE NOT 
EENWEESIBLE! 


I GOTTA GE 
MONEY. 


Wee 
WHEN YOU HEET THEM, 
. 


T THE 
f 


KEEP SWINGIN’, BABA Bi 
GETTIN' 'EM NOW. 


OY... WE'RE 
r 


[YOU WERE SAYIN’, BABA Boy, YOU 
LIKE INVISIBLE CROOKS BETTER 
THAN ONES YUH CAN SEE! HOw 


I DON' GET SCARED 
WHEN I DON’ 


QUICK DRAW 


THIS IS OISGRACEFUL, MAYOR ! 
YOU'VE GOT TO PAVE OUR 
MUDDY STREETS ! 


WE GOT NO 
ONE. TO OO THE 
WORK, MR. 
MUCH BUX ! 


(THERE ARE ONLY TWO CITY {GET UP, YOU IDIOT... 
EMPLOYEES, MR. MUCHBUX! } LE YOU'VE GOT TO 
NATURALLY, I CAN'T BE ra) PAVE THIS STREET.’ 
EXPECTED TO PERFORM 
MANUAL LABOR ! 


I, QUICK DRAW 
Mc GRAW, AIM THE 
FASTEST GUN IN 
THE WEST! SUCH 
MENIAL TASKS 
ARE NOT FER 
ME, SO 

THERE ! 


IF YOU'RE.NOT 
- WORKING WHEN 
I COUNT TO 
THREE, YOU'LL 
BE OUT OF 
WORK, SHERIFF! 


THE 
KINNIES T 


OF) FI 
HORSE IN 
THE WEST? 


( SEE'N You 
WORK, QUEEK - 
STRAW, EES 
MAK! ME 
SLIPPY ! 


GO SLIP SOMEPLACE 


ESA ce \ SHAD Ou Per / 
GUEEKSTRAW/ 


[KEEP WORKING, 


SHERIFF! THE 
BANKER WANTS 
THE STREET 


THE RAINY 
SEASON ! 


PAVED BEFORE / 


E SHOULD BEAUTIFY OUR FAIR 
TY WITH STATUES OF OUR 
FAMOUS MEN! 


F DON’ DO EET, 2 
\\ QUEEKSTRAW / 


ZO MAKE AN \ 
2XCELLENT 

SUBJECT FOR 
A STATUE, OF 


DON'T BE SILLY, 
Me GRAW, YOU 
DON'T MAKE A 
GOOD STATUE 
“AT ALL! GET. 
BACK TO WORK! 


THE FIRST 1 
GALOOT TO 


iS GONNA 

GET IT FROM 
ME, BABA 
BABY! 


HERE, BOY, HOLD MUH 
HORSE WHILE I GO INSIDE! 


WATCH IT, BOY, 
YOU'RE MESSIN' 


NEVER MIN! THE CEMENT, 
THAT BES AN OUTLAW EEN 
THE BANK. COPTURE HEEM / 


GOOD THING FER YOU YUH HELD my  /ciDDAP! I SAID GIDDAPY BLAST 

BRONC LIKE I SAID, SONNY! NOW, YORE HIDE, G/T, 2 

GIT OUTA MY WAY, q ‘ 

I’M ESCAPIN'/ DURNED GUN Is 
CEMENTED |N 
THE HOLSTER / 


YER HERE TUH 
STAY, OWLHOOTER ! 
aise 


THANKS FER MAKIN’ 
THE SUGGESTION, 
BABA BoY/ 


= i. 
Tam the Diaper Pin Kid, 
~ Thave done what I did. 
Cleaned up the Old West, 
So now it is the best, 
I shot off it’s Lid! 


Il. 
They thought that they were tough 
Never figured I was so rough. 
Though not two years old, - 
I was brave and bold, 
‘They yelled they had enough! 


» Lrode on my rocking horse, 
Pinto knew I was the boss, 


“+ Over the mountains and river, 
We did not shiver, =" 


And we gathered no moss. 


IV. 

We came to Bolo City, 
Hard without any pity, 
‘The Sheriff was in Boot Hill, 
They were out for a big kill, 
But I was smart and witty. 


Ve 
T came as a big surprise, 
They couldn't believe their eyes, 
For I was ready to bite, 
The first who wanted to fight, 
And cut him down to my size. 


VI. 
One went for his six shooter, 
Acting like a free booter, 
I got him in the eye, 
So he started to cry, 
He was worse than a looter. 


Vil. 

Then one grabbed his rifle, 
With him I would not trifle, 
I stuck him with a big pin, 
Underneath his very fat chin, 
His cried he could not stifle. 


Vl. 

T will clean up this bad place, 
Until there isn't a trace, 
To show it once was bad. 

I will do it by Gad! - 
For this town is a disgrace. 


Ix. 
On all their bended knees, 
I listened to their pleas, . 
They would all be good boys, — 
And buy me some new toys, 
And a book with A, B,C’s. 


x. 

Now all is quiet and nice, 
Maybe you got some advice, 
‘On how to keep the law, 
Prevent a gun war, 

T will do it for half price! 


eocegsoe 


R. J. Simpson 


Pico Me REFORM OF — 
| Quier MeGRAW 


I'M AGIN® VIOLENCE, 
HERIF! 


HERE, NOW, MA'AM, WE GOT A Law 

AGAINST DISTURBIN' THE PEACE! SHERIFF / I DON'T HOLD 

QUIT MAKIN' THAT THERE RACKET! WITH GUNPLAY AN‘ SUCH- 
| LIKE ROUGH STUFF! 


a oa 
: : HOW YOU FIL, ¥. 


GUEEKSTRAW 2 jj 
Lae 


aN 


FHOW You THIN S FiL, BABA 
LOOEY ? I FIL FINES 


WHERE'S MUH 


Y SHE TOOK EET, QUEEK-] 
STRAW! SHE SAY 
GONS ARE VER’ BAD! 


[Stee UP, GENTS, = GOT 
A MESSAGE FOR YOU! 


COME ON, BABA 
LOO...THIS TOWN 
CAN USE A 
LITTLE 
REFORMIN‘! 


[WHEN I ARRIVED HERE, ALL YOU GENTS 
WAS TOTIN' SIKGUNS! I DONE MY 
Gy OUTY...I TOOK ALL THEM GUNS! 


ARE THERE AN: 
GUNS LIKE THIS 
ONE LEFT IN 

THIS HERE 


NO. ma'am... THAT THAR GUN YOU 
GOT IS THE ONLY ONE IN TOWN! 


[THat ain't No way] YER RIGHTS 
FER A LADY TUH AN' I AIN'T 
TALK, MA'AM ! NO LADY / 


F SHERIFF, YOU'RE GONNA HELP ME 
ROB THIS BANK! GIT INSIDE AN’ 
LOAD UP WITH LOOT! 


... UNLESS YA SAY POSITIVELY / 


HERE, LOCO LUKE...THIS IS ALL Y = CAN'T! TGOT 
THERE WAS! HOLD OUT 
YORE ARMS ! 


THIS HERE SIXGUN... 


TRICK, SHERIFF / 


LP/ THAT WAS A DIRTY ] 


I GO WRONG ? 


TELL ME...WHERE DID 


a 
La 
oF 
2a 
FO 
Sz 
BR 
5S 
ity 
ue 
gu 

3 

6 


YOU FELL EEN DRIED 
L 7 


THE! R' BAD TOWN TY rut OO THE 

KA) { QUEEKSTRAW ! WE TORN AROUND HERE, BABA 
a EP “ROUND AN' GO OTHER BABY ! WE GOTTA RIDE 

PoP WAY, I THEENK ! BN INTUH BURYMEDEEP! 


V WHAT FOR We Y MUH cl 
COME HERE, 
QUEEKSTRAW ? 


a | 
T AIN'T HIM... BUT HE 
LOOKS JUS' LIKE HIM! 


: ANYBODY HERE SEEN 
By HOWLIN' MAD Mic GRAW 
8 AROUND ? HE'S MUH y! 


CUZZIN'S 


GIVE HIM A REAL FA\ 


way, IM ROTTEN 
RALPH! jp 


NCY 


H-HE'S IN BOOTHILL, STRANGER...WE J 
v 


THAT OUTL. 


Les 


COME ON. BABA BABY! LET'S GO INTUH 


AW HANG -OUT AN' HAVE A 


TRIPLE - DIP WHIPCREAM VANILLA SODIE 
WITH A CHERRY ON 
Sa TOP! <q 


SHERIFF! 


\ (YAAHOoO! TIMES Y SIMMER DOWN, 
GENTS! I, QUICK DRAW 


QUEEKSTRAW.., 
I WEESH I WAS 


BETTER NOT, 


~ 


UP... HERE WE 
GO AGAIN! 


McGRAW, AM HERE 


! 


[Gimme ROOM, 


Y DROOL... HE'S AL 
f 


MINE 


[GRER! RAARGGHH!Y SUT WHAT ABOUT] 

HOWLIN' MAD 

Mc GRAW? _A 
yr 


T'LL TEAR ‘IM APART! 


LET'S GET 
OUTA HERE, 

BABA BOY! 
‘ y 


7 NOW, FOR SURE 
IM WEETH YOU, 
QUEEKSTRAW! 


ae 
THEY WUZ MOURNIN' 
POOR HOWLIN' MAD... 
BUT THE MOURNIN' 
TIME WUZ JUST ‘BOUT 
OVER WHEN YA 
WALKED INTUH 
THE SALOON / 


[= DON'T UNDER - Y 
STAND IT! FIRST 


OID PORE HOWLIN' 
MAD Mc GRAW 
DIE FROM 7 


> 


NEVER ASK! HE 

BIT HISSELF AN‘ 

{ DIED O' SNAKEBITE! 
VERY ONUSUAL 
CASE, YAAS! 
(am - 


I WANTA BE YOUR PAL, JACK... 
THAT'S WHY I'M INVITIN' YOU 
HOME FOR DINNER! 


YOU'RE TOO 


SUSPICIOUS, 
WANT TO HAVE iS 1 
ME FOR DINNER! OLD FRIEND! 
I'D BE THE MAIN 
CouRSE/ 


CRAZY ABOUT 
YA; PALLY ! 


2k SLURRP- DROOL*. 


WHAT YA DOIN, 
FOXY OL’ PAL? 


Y DON'T Quit Now, 
FOXY! REMEMBER 
HOW MUCH YA 
LIKE ME ? 


NO FAIR , FOXY.... MY RHEUMATISM 
15 BOTHERIN' ME AGAIN! 


‘f... COOK SLOW 
3SLURRP£ 


i SIGROAN!/© WAIT, JACK. 
oes HAVE A QUESTION! 


HAR, HAR, HARS 
BLAST IM, YA 
CURLY WOLVE 
WEILL RUN 
THIS BEARD- 
LESS BUFFOON 
OUTA TOWN ! 


YOU GOT ANICE BEARD 


HERE NOW, 
YOU CAN'T 
SHOOT UP THIS: 
TOWN! I'M 
THE SHERIFF 
HERE AND... 


THERE, HAIRY HARRY! 


THERE YOU ARE, BABA’ 

BOY! WHERE WERE 
YUH WHEN = 

y i EDED YUH 7 


EF YOU CAN’ LEEK }] 
‘EM, JOIN 'EM, 
QUEEKSTRAW! 
WEST AN’ T'LL 
TAKE A DOZEN 


GO RIGHT Y 
AHEAD ! 


iP SCORE! is ge )) 


AN = bs 
ir 
17) lb IT OUTA HERE < 
a aa BEFORE 1 SQUASH 
VA Llka A BUGL 


= dia 


{ALL RIGHT, YOu Guys, § 
CUT THAT OUT! 4; 


7a 
(OU AGIN, 
IG NOSE ? 
itarererey 


THEY LOOK SO FIERCE, BABA BOY! 


THEY GOT THEM BIG BEARDS AN’... 


THE BIRDS SCARE 
YOU, QUEEKSTRAW? 


= 


WHY FOR YOU Y I DUNNO, LOO! 

SO 'FRAID OF I TH-THINK IT! 
THEM, QUEEK- 42 an 

STRAW ? A 


THEY ONLY 
ORDINARY j= 


I TAKE OFF THEE 
BIRD AN'IM 
JuSs' BABA 
LOOEY AGAIN! 


SHAVED OFF 
THEIR BEARDS, 


I NEED MUH SWEEP 
CLIPPERS, BABA 
Boy! 


[W's SIESTA TIME FoR THE 


THEY ARE WE GOTTA WORK FAST WHILE 
OUTLAWS IN OULL GULCH...{ ASLIP, ; THEY'RE SLIPIN'... 
=> QUEEKSTRAW! I MEAN SLEEPIN/ 
BABA BOY! 
LETS GO! 


4 SS aS. 
UED AFTER FOLLOWING PAGE 


(FEENEESH, Y WHAT'S 
QUEEKSTRAW! | GOIN' ON 
JUS' IN TIME, 

I THEENK! 


I GOTS THE BARBER'S 
Ss! 


eT 
QUEEKSTRAW, HE DON' 
LOOK SO TOFF ‘ 
NO MORE ! 


WHAT'S GOIN' ON HERE ? 
| WHO ARE ALLTHESE __ 

BEARDLESS WONDERS 2 
I'M GONNA SEND YA 
TUH BOOT HiLL / 


f ROM NOW ON, MR. CLIPS, YOU ARE A | YOU RON A CLIP-SHAVEN 
DEPUTY SHERIFF! WHEN I CALLS, COME e TOWN, QUEEKSTRAW / 

A'RUNNIN' WITH ORAWN.SCISSORS ! Z 

Se 


QUEEKSTRAW, 
WHY YOU RON 
AWAY FROM KABBIT ? 
RABBITS DO NOT 
BITE PIPPLE! 


Z KNOW AN’ You 
KNOW, BABA LOOEy.. 


++. BUT THAT 
MUST BEA 
VERY OUMB 


